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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I see the grand stand jammed with prairie people yelling 
themselves hoarse. Almost the grand stand and the 
crowd of thousands are one pair of legs and one voice 
standing up and yelling hurrah. 

I see the driver of Alix and the owner smothered in a fury 
of handshakes, a mob of caresses. I see the wives of 
the driver and owner smothered in a crush of white 
summer dresses and parasols. 

Hours later, at sundown, gray dew creeping on the sod and 
sheds, I see Alix again: 

Dark, shining-velvet Alix, 
Night-sky Alix in a gray blanket, 
Led, back and forth by a nigger. 
Velvet and night-eyed Alix 
With slim legs of steel. 

And I want to rub my nose against the nose of the mare Alix. 

GARGOYLE 

I saw a mouth jeering. A smile of melted red iron ran 

over it. Its laugh was full of nails rattling. It 

was a child's dream of a mouth. 
A fist hit the mouth: knuckles of gun-metal driven by an 

electric wrist and shoulder. It was a child's dream 

of an arm. 
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Gargoyle 

The fist hit the mouth over and over, again and again. The 

mouth bled melted iron, and laughed its laughter of 

nails rattling. 
And I saw the more the fist pounded the more the mouth 

laughed. The fist is pounding and pounding, and 

the mouth answering. 

PRAIRIE WATERS BY NIGHT 

Chatter of birds two by two raises a night song joining a 
litany of running water — sheer waters showing the rus- 
set of old stones remembering many rains. 

And the long willows drowse on the shoulders of the running 
water, and sleep from much music; joined songs of 
day-end, feathery throats and stony waters, in a choir 
chanting new psalms. 

It is too much for the long willows when low laughter of a 
red moon comes down; and the willows drowse and 
sleep on the shoulders of the running water. 

MOONSET 

Leaves of poplars pick Japanese prints against the west. 
Moon sand on the canal doubles the changing pictures. 

The moon's good-bye ends pictures. 
The west is empty. All else is empty. No moon-talk at all now. 

Only dark listening to dark. 
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